POPULAR TALES

reverie for a considerable length of time. My wife reminded
me repeatedly that Mr. Croft said he dined precisely at two
o'clock; that he was a very punctual man ; that it was a long
walk, as I had found it, from the inn to his house; that I had
better dress myself for dinner; and that my clean shirt and
cravat were ready for me. I still walked up and down the
room in reverie till my wife was completely ready, had dressed
the child, and held up my watch before my eyes to show me
that it wanted but ten minutes of two. I then began to dress
in the greatest hurry imaginable : and, unluckily, as I was
pulling on my silk stockings, I tore a hole in the leg, or as
my wife expressed it, a stitch dropped, and I was forced to
wait while she repaired the evil. Certainly this operation of
taking up a stitch^ as I am instructed to call it, is one of the
slowest operations in nature; or, rather, one of the most
tedious and teasing manoeuvres of art. Though the most
willing and the most dexterous fingers that ever touched a
needle were employed in my service, I thought the work
would never be finished.

At last, I was hosed and shod, and out we set. It struck a
quarter past two as we left the house; we came to Mr. Croft's
in the middle of dinner. He had a large company at table;
everybody was disturbed; my Lucy was a stranger to Mrs.
Croft, and was to be introduced; and nothing could be more
awkward and embarrassing than our entree and introduction.
There were such compliments and apologies, such changing of
places, such shuffling of chairs, and running about of servants,
that I thought we should never be seated.

In the midst of the bustle my little chap began to roar
most horribly, and to struggle to get away from a black
servant, who was helping, him up on his chair. The child's
terror at the sudden approach of the negro could not be con-
quered, nor could he by any means be quieted. Mrs. Croft,
at last, ordered the negro out of the room, the roaring ceased,
and nothing but the child's sobs were heard for some instants.

The guests were all silent, and had ceased eating; Mrs.
Croft was vexed because everything was cold; Mr. Croft was
much discomfited, and said not a syllable more than was
absolutely necessary, as master of the house. I never ate, or
rather I was never at, a more disagreeable dinner. I was in
pain for Lucy, as well as for myself; her colour rose up to her
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